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: NATIONAL INTELLIGENCER
NOTES OF TRAVEL.

Written for the National Intelligencer by a Citizen
rf Washington.

I have been looking oyer the notes of my wandering?,
and find that they ore in a sad state of confusion. Only
think of it! I wanted to take myself up again at the
Dead Sea, and found myself at the top of the Corcovado,
in South America. You cannot imagine any thing more
vexatious. Covering, as these notes do, a distance of a
hundred thousand miles, or more than three times round
the world, the task of reducing them to order is perfectly
hopeless. I give it up, and send you & bundle of loose
papers at random. Don't be at all surprised if you should
find me to-day rambling about in Brazil, Peru, or Califor¬
nia, and to-morrow smoking chibouks among the Turks.

Yours, J. R. B.

A WALK Ur THE CORCOVADO.
A few days after our arrival in Rio, I walked out, in

company with my friend Wing, to see the villas in the
neighborhood. At that time I had no knowledge of the
city, or the extent of ground which it covered. The
only plan we could adopt, without a guide, was to select
a large street, apparently more frequented than the rest,
and keep straight on as far as it would lead us. I think
we must have walked some two miles before we began to

perceive any prospcct of gaining the country. The houses
all along were much of the same character, being about
two stories high, whitewashed in front, and ornamented
in a rude manner over the doors and cornices, with pro¬
jecting tile roofs, and windows with green crossed-work
lattices. Some of them had shops in the front part, call¬
ed vendas, (or places of sale.) At almost every window
were seated families of Brazilian women, looking at the
by-passers. This custom of sitting at the windows is the
first thing that attracts the attention of the stranger.
M«n, «DBu, and children seem to do nothing else. Whe¬
ther any thing it to be seen or not, makes no difference ;
there they sit, from morning till night, and probably a

great part of the night. On reaching the terminus of
the street, we caught a glimpse of the green hills a short
distance off, adorned with gardens, cottages, and flower¬
ing shrubs in full bloom. Just as our hopes were about
to be realized dark clouds suddenly gathered overhead,
and the rain began to fall in torrents. A large building,
with a covered archway leading into a court-yard, stood
near by, and into the shelter thus afforded we rushed for
protection against the storm. The rain kept us here for
neariy an hour, when we again set out. It continued to
shower lightly at intervals till we reached another venda,
where we found a very tempting display of fried fish and
other eatables spread outside the door on a counter. An
old negro stood over a charcoal furnace frying the fish in
a sort of giease-pan, as dirty-looking as himself, and
nearly as black. It had an odor so savory, however, as

to counteract all prejudices against the manner of cook¬
ing and the diabolical aspect of the old negro. We threw
down a few dummos, (four-cent pieces,) and made signs
to the old man that we wanted fish. He gathered up
about a dozen of the laVgest, dripping with grease, and
handed them to us, which we devoured with amazing re¬

lish ; and certainly I never tasted any thing better in my
life. A bottle of fine English ale and a few small loaves
of bread completed our repast. By this time it had ceased
raining, and the sun shone out bright and warm. Be¬
guiled by the beauty of the scenery, we wandered on for
several miles, till we came to a turn in the road that open¬
ed to us a most charming interior view of the Corcovado
and the neighboring mountains. The roads were very
muddy, but we continued on, quite enchanted, so green
and luxuriant was the whole aspect of the country. The
valleys were covered with long rank grass, groups of
shrubs, and Sowers of brilliant hues in full bloom.
Streams, swollen with the recent showers, swept down
from the mountains and formed thousands of little lakes
in the meadow lands ; sometimes breaking over the green
banks, and mingling with long drooping grass so as to
blend the land and water together in gentle and gradual
tints. At a villa on the road-side we saw a number of
women washing clothes in one of these miniature lakes.
Their bronxe-like limbs and gay-colored robes, with tb«
reflection of each figure ia tilQ Water, had a very striking
ejTtci. The Till* Mongol to % w«*Ul»y Umilitn mar-

chant, who lived in sumptuous style. His grounds cover¬
ed several hundred acres, and were laid out with great
taste by an English landscape gardener. Rural effect was
admirably preserved, while the more costly Brazilian
character of decoration predominated. Temples, com¬

manding the finest views of mountain and valley, were

pitched upon each prominence, partially hidden in the
richest tropical fdiage; and moss-covered ruins of old
chapels and monasteries mouldered among the craggy
rocks on the hill-sides. On an eminence, covered with
green sward, as soft and smooth as a carpet of velvet,
stood the mansion.a splendid building, decorated in the
most imposing style of Brazilian architecture. The roof
was of ornamental red tile, with cornices of blue and
white, projecting about three feet. An elevated cupola in
the middle, with a railing of bronze around the top, form¬
ed a sort of observatory. The front of the house was
white, with colored blinds, and rich ornamental work over
the tops of the windows. The sides and gable-ends were I
painted in vertical stripes of blue, white, and red, giving
a very novel appearance. This brilliancy of coloring and
the gaudy style of the ornaments give to all the Brazilian
villas a flashy and unsubstantial appearance, scarcely in
accordance with Anglo-8axon notions of taste. A want
of truthful simplicity is the chief characteristic both in
design and decoration. Such buildings convey the idea
of a love of show, and a preference fo* flimsy external
effect, to the detriment of true substantial beauty. I
never could look at a Brazilian villa without thinking of
a painted toy. One thing, however, must be said in their
favor. They harmonize well with the brilliant character
of the scenery. Perhaps a more chaste style would have
a sombre and incongruous effect. It is among groves of
orange, palm, and cocoa-nut trees, and flowers that bloom
only in our northern hot-houses, that one naturally looks
for a gaudy style of architecture.

The misty peak of the Corcovado seemed so near that
we could not resist the temptation to make the ascent, al¬
though we had lost so much time in our rambles.
A short distance from the villa we came to the venda of

one Senor Joaquin, where we went in to get some refresh¬
ments. Here we had a striking exhibition of the inde¬
pendence of the Brazilian shopkeepers. Two or three
negro slave- were waiting at the counter to purchase some
trifles, and although Wing and myself, being in a hurry,
pulled out our purse* and made a grand display of gold',
we could not get Senor Joaquin or his salesman to attend
to us until he had served each one of the negroes. I had
frequent opportunities of witnessing this peculiarity af¬
terwards. A Brazilian makes but little distinction be¬
tween customers. Rich and poor, black and white, are
all the same to bim. If you exhibit any impatience, he
coolly says, " Patienza, senorand if you don't like that,
he tells you to go t« some other shop.
As we ascended the mountain, each step brought us

into new and varied scenes. From an eminence about
three miles up the valley was most enchanting. Villas,
scattered over its green undulating surface, glittered in
the sunbeams like spangled toy-work ; vobyscus and aloe
bloomed around us; ranges of cocoa-nut trees stood on
the verges of the hills, pre«enting a clear outline against
the sky; the sides of the mountains were covered with
blue and yellow shrubs of exquisite fragrance: dim blue
outlines of peak* rose one above the other till -imbedded
in the clouds that hovered around them; and the horizon
seemed lost in a hazy circle of bays, islands, promontories,
and mountain peaks. The whole country had the appear¬
ance of a gorgeons picture, with sufficient distinctness in
the foreground to give it the semblance of reality, and a
delicate an J gradual softening into realms of fancy, as the
objects faded in the distance. ,

We continued our walk around the sides of a mountain
till we reached the aqueduct, which ascends from the city
by another route. Following this, we at length reached
the head of the conduit. Here we found several mgroes
.engaged on the public works, the mssterofwhom eave us

to miiklitttnV by signs and gMtarw, together with a few
t Portuguese word*, that we could not reach the summit of
the Coroovado by dark. Thi* was a *ad disappointment.
We bad walked about ten miles, and the entire distance
to the peak of Corcovado from the city is only eight.
SenorJose (our new acquaintance) gate us direction*
bow to reach the city by a new route. As a matter of
coum, we misunderstood him and lost our way. To add
to our embarrassment, we could not well turn back with¬
out running the risk of being obliged to spend the night
in the mountains, which was not a cheering prospect
among a people whose language we did not understand,
and who were themselves apprehensive of the banditti
said to infest the mountain recesses. Nothing remained
for us but to strike out directly for the foot of the moun¬

tain. The descent was precipitous and dangerous. In
some places we had to jump and slide down, and occa¬

sionally, when we came to a very steep pl»ce, to scramble
OTer the rooks by holding on to the roots and shrubs. It
was almost a miracle that we were not dashed to pieces
in the tremendous precipices below.
The paths by which we made our perilous descent seem¬

ed to have been worn in the rocks by goats or mountain
sheep, for we could not conceive how human beings could
make a practice of descending in that way. The further
down we scrambled the less prospect there appeared to be
of ever coming to the bottom. I began to think of Mil¬
ton's " deeper deep which in the deepest deep still threat¬
ened to devour." Tangled shrubs, with hard thorny bram¬
bles, tore our clathes, and rocky dykes yawned before us

at every dozen steps. At last, breathless with exertion,
and reeking with perspiration, we came to a halt, and
looked around us. Surely, thowght I, we must be near

the foot of the mountain now. But, on peeping thpough a

mass of overhanging trees, I saw a sweeping valley dotted
with villas still hundreds of feet below. This cheering
sight inspired us with fresh vigor. We bounded merrily
down the pathway, tearing our way through bush and
brake, and in about half an hour struck into a larger path
marked by human foot-prints. A well-defined road cross¬

ed the path which we were pursuing, branching off in
another direction. There was a gateway across it near

the point where they intersected, which induced us to be-
lieve that it was a private avenue leading into some ro¬

mantic villa. Though aware of the frigid coldness of the
Brazilians to strangers, we had such a repugnance to
spending the night in these wild ravines that we finally
decided upon taking the road. It led us by a gradual and
easy descent into the head of a populous valley, oalled the
Val cT Lormgtras, or the "Vale of Oranges," a perfect
miniature paradise. On emerging from the bushes and
woods, the whole panorama of villas, reaching clear down
to the city of San Sebastian, lay before us like a dream of
beauty realized. Fountains sparkled in the rays of the
setting sun ; flowers bloomed on every side; grassy slopes
swept down from the cliffs; on every habitable eminence
was a picturesque villa, surrounded by dense green Shrub¬
bery, white walls, immense gateways, pedestals, and sta¬
tuary. A rippling stream wound through these sitios, ir¬
rigating each, and furnishing an inexhaustible supply of
pure water for the fountains. At intervals where it cross¬
ed the road were white stone bridges, ornamented with
statuary and carved piers, and overhung by large Bahia
trees. As we entered the village at the bead of L'Orenge-
ras, we heard the hum of voices and the tinkle of guitars.
Women sat at the windows gossipping with their lovers,
and children played under the shade of the trees. Slaves
passed from the fountains, bearing on their heads earthen
pitchers filled with water. We stopped at a Venda, where
we procured some refreshments, and learned that an om¬
nibus would leave for the city at six o'clock, but, as the
distance was only four miles, we preferred walking. The
farther we proceeded the more enchanting seemed the
surrounding country. Of all the delightful places of re¬
sort near Rio, I think this Vale of Oranges the most re¬
tired and romantic. It is here that the merchant, after
the toils of the day, finds a quiet retreat at this secluded
villa. English taste is evident at every point, for I do not
think the Brazilians have much innate love of the beauti¬
ful in nature. They are lavish of their money, however,
either from pride or a superabundance of wealth, and
spend immense sums in the adornment of their country-
seats. Every American visiter to Rio has seen or heard of
Mr. Maxwell's villa, and knows the sumptuous style in
which he lives. I noticed many new villas in the progress
Of erection; for, although the city itself indicates a gradual
decay, the spirit of improvement prevails in the environs.
Wc paseed some vwy neat chapels on our way down to
the city, and occasionally a cross reared on some conse¬
crated spot, showing the devotion of the inhabitants to
the established religion of the country.

With all this beauty of scenery and brilliancy of archi¬
tectural display, I could not avoid contrasting the solid
comforts of home with what I see here. The Brazilians
are destitute of those social habit* that give such a charm
to our home". Reserved and haughty, even in their inter¬
course among each other, they have no firesides to draw
them together; no refined intellectual enjoyments to ex-

pand their minis ami warm their hearts. The perpetual
restraint of pride reigns among all the better classes.
And what of their gorgeous villa® and Oriental scenery,
their tropical fruits and brilliant flowers ? They have no
Indian summer, no Christmas feasts, no spring, no per¬
ceptible change of incident or of scene. Monotony and
indolence go together. Rio is a perpetual wilderness of
verdure. Never did our leafless woods and snow-covered
plains seem so deaf to me as they did in the midst of this
luxuriant valley. I thought, too, of our delightful May
festivals, when the genial breath of Spring comes stealing
upon us ; when the violet and the primrose and the early
woodbine send their perfume on the breeze to charm us
from our winter haunts. I thought of our healthy bloom¬
ing summers, and noble forest trees, not stunted or gnarl¬
ed by scorching suns; of the glorie* of our autumns, when,
after a natural life, the " sere and yellow leaf" of our
forests reminds us that all things must perish. I thought
of the mellow tints of our hills and valleys in the fall of
the year, when wc need the bracing air of approaching
winter to renew our energies as we again enter into the
struggle of life. But, above all, I felt the absence of tu.it
flow of soul which soothes our cares and endears to us all
that is pure and beautiful. Social intercourse is not a
mere luxury. Time and travel have mule it to me a ne¬

cessity. It is the connecting link that binds the wanderer
to the home of bis heart; that enables him to hold con-
verse with those he loves, when mountains, seas, and de¬
serts lie between. The very thought of the domestic fire-'
side soothes him in hi« trouble, cheers him in his soljtude,
bids him hope in the hour of despondency, arouses his
better feelings when the hardships of the world check the
fountains of sympathy ; it reminds him that " to err is
human, to forgive divine." A familiar, kindly tone; a

pleasant smile, how vividly they bring up the past, with
all its pleasures, it* love*, hopes, and joys ! Here, amid
these beauties of the eiternal world, the soul, the essence
of life, i* wanting. Nature itself sleeps in the eternal
sepulchre of green. The birds croak hoarsely in the trees.
A lethargy hangs over the land, depressing even amid the
excess of tropical luxury. It i* as if the Creator had
carved out the scene to enchant mankind with its beau¬
ties, but left it without the vital spark that man might
learn bow vain is external beauty. «

Musing thus, we wandered on towards the city, and
late in the afternoon reached a public thoroughfare lead¬
ing into the Campo d« LegHse. We stopped at a barber's
shop on the way to refresh ourselves with a wash, for we
felt tired, having walked nearly twenty miles under a

burning sun. * Here we enjoyed the luxury of bathing our
hands and faces in cologne water, a cusfbm prevalent
among the Brazilian*. Late in the evening the omnibus
came along, and w« rode to the Layo de Palace.

That night, overcome by the excessive heat, together'
with the quantity of water that 1 drank on the mountains,
I was attacked by something like cholera. I was greatly
prostrated the next day from the want of rest and the
pain I suffered during the night. But to he nick in a
foreign place was not exactly the thing to suit me. I
roused my*elf up, therefore, although I had not slept a
wink, and after a light breakfast set out on another ex¬
cursion a* lively as ever, though so weak that I had to
.top about every fifteen minute*.
My first vi«it wa* to the Museum I there saw much

to Interest me in the way of South American cariosities
There were some very carious antique paintings, repre-

Mnting scenes in tie early history of Brazil; Dummies,
and full-length bodies embalmed, among the c llection ;

also, a very flue display of birds and insects, tbugh nut

so rich as I expected to find in a .South American uuseum.
The bead of a mammoth animal, found in the nauntains,
was one of the principal objects of curiutity fruu its gi¬
gantic size.

I also saw the paintings in the gallery of fine arts, un

institution recently established bj Don Pedro the I. Some
of the paintings wore very good, but'there were n>ue of a

high order as works of art. A likeness of the Em>eror on

horseback was rather striking. The statuary »as only
tolerable. In fact, there is nothing of this kind in Rio that
can bear comparison with any of the European falleries
of art.

Determined to make the ascent of the Corcovad. on the
following da\, we returned to the hotel and retired for
the night.
The moschetoes at the Hotel Ravot and Moififurle

Maitre, are the greatest bloodsuckers in Rio. Wh.. itime
I had of it last night! A five minutes' doae, at. then,
whiz ! bang! a writhe, a groan, an impatient excl; ation
of despair, and all sleep is gone for half an hour This
for a whole night, a sultry, oppressive right, is ea! al.ited
to impair one's energy. No wonder the Braaili i« are

such a languid race. They lose all their blood h .id-
night conflicts with inglorious foes. But the su p. epa
in through the curtains We must be off for Cort «i io
towering, cloud-capped, grizily-headed Corcova the
achme of our wildest dreams of ambition. He fho has
stood upon thy weather-worn pate, old Coroovado ac¬

complished something; his life has not been spent in t »tal
ignorance of the beauties of God's creation.
On looking out over the tops of the houses we w * re¬

joiced to perceive that there was every sign of a p «t*nt
day. The smoke curled up laxily from the red til) oofs,
and floated off in wavy wreaths through the clear bl csky.
Strange sounds, and voices speaking an unfamiliar unuue,
brok, upon (lie «r. E.r, thing cb^ri, i0h i
foreign place. The chants of the coffee-carriara, t.e turn-
tnitn ditties of the old women going to market the til¬
ling of violas, the lusty yells of the fishmongers, aid the
wild cries of the muleteers returning from the foeitains
with their burdens of water, rose clearlyandmerriy from
the busy streets below. Novel and peculiar odon filled
the atmosphere. I was now quite convinced that I was
in a strange city. It was a genial morning, giviag pre¬
mise of a warm tropical day. An early start was very de¬
sirable ; so, having directed our worthy host, the French¬
man, to provide us with a breakfast suitable for our ex-

pedition, consisting of cotelette de mouton, camaroni omelet,
coffee, bread, and fruit, we dressed, prepared our sketch,
books, and otherwise put ourselves in proper (rim for our

ramble. Warned by experience, we dispensed with all
unnecessary clothing. Our coats we bundled up in our

handkerchiefs to provide against rain and the cool moun¬

tain air. By the time we were fully accoutred, the waiter
informed us that breakfast was ready. I leave you to
picture to yourself the amazing relish wth which two
hungry Californians, just from a long sea-Toyage, devour
a delicious breakfast, prepared by the skilful hands of a

French cook.
The aqueduct is about half a mile from tie public plaza

at the head of the Rue (fOuvidor. Hen commences a

beautiful ascent, which continues for eightmiles. At first
>t is very steep, but, on gaining the elevation near the con¬

vent of San Teresa, the remainder of the promenade is
easy and gradual. A stone conduit, about leven feet high,
winds around the sides of the mountains the entire dis¬
tance up to the commencement of the peak of Corcovado.
On each side of this conduit is a smooth wilk, delightful¬
ly shaded with umbrageous trees, scarcel; penetrated by
the mid-day sun, and winding through glms of perfumed
shrubbery and grottoes formed by overhaiging crags. As
we proceeded still upward, new and varied scenes of sur¬

passing loveliness opened upon us. Sometimes we stopped
to look down into the beautiful green valbys that swept
up towards us, between the gorges of the mountains and
the gentle slopes dotted with gardens and villas, and irri¬
gated by springs and rivulets. Quiet little bays, with nu¬

merous green islands scattered over their surface, stretch
in along the bases of the mountains, wasking the shores I
of these pastoral vales with a refreshing white spray that
glistened in the sunbeams like fringes of silver. Groups of
children, playing among the flowers, sent up joyous peals
of laughter on the breeze ; and the chants of the coolies

V*n tW"d ollarm in their "oftened echo«. Passing on

Htjll higher we came to steep precipices of craggy rocks,
half hidden among gnarled trees, and resounding with the
fall of springs that burst from their crevices; while deep
in the ravines, perched on ledges apparently inaccessible
to the foot of man, were gay white cottages, with orna¬
mental tile roofs and painted porches, peeping from pyra¬
mids of luxuriant flowers, and surrounded by parterres
and steps, arches and piers, and winding walks, hewn in
the solid rocks. There was an air of repose and seclusion
about these romantic sitios that quite charmed me. The
negro chants, the merry voices of children, and the hum
of violas swept up on the breeze with a delicious effect,
humanizing the scene, and according well with our

thoughts of home. Sometimes we entered shady recesses

formed by clusters of trees and overhanging cliffs, and
bathed in streams that gushed from the rocks.
Here we rested after our efforts, stretching ourselves

lazily on the green banks, and fanned by the waving
leaves. It was then that I most ardently wished to have
near me a few chosen friends. Every beautiful spot,
every group of cottages, every vista of mountain, wood¬
land, and valley, every sleeping bay dotted with fairy isles,
seemed to want the crowning charm of oompanionship!
fancied how I would lift up the little ones in my arms,

and point out to them the immense butterflies flitting
about among the trees, and the mountain-sides covered
with flowery shrubs, the gray jagged rocks, the proces¬
sions of mules, laden with panniers of coffee, and driven
by swarthy Portuguese with broad-brimmed hate, wind¬
ing down among the declivities ; the goats and sheep and
strange hairless dogs that basked in the sunshine: the
white sails on the bay, and the far-off ships, with their
forests of masts, at anchor in the harbor.
Thus we wandered on through this fairy land, feasting

upon the beauties that surrounded us, and scarcely con¬
scious that all we beheld was real. After a pleasant walk
of two hours we reached the end of the conduit. Here
commences the steepest part of the ascent to the peak.
The woods become dense, and the path craggy and diffi¬
cult. For a mile or more we had hard scrambling to
make any headway, the rocks being very slippery from
recent flood, of rain. Old trunks of trees, cast down by
sudden gusts of wind, lay across the pathway. The heat
of the sun, in gonie of the defiles which were excluded
from the sea-breeze, was intense. Half an hour's climb-
ing from the head of the water-works brought us to a

large opening on a piece of table land, where we found a

mountain cottage and fazenda very prettily situated. The
view was fine, commanding the entrance to the bay ol
Rio, w,th along stretch of beach, the white sand con¬

trasting pleasantly with the deep green of the mountains;
numerous green islands, with woody valleys and ro*ky
peaks the,r shores washed by the ocean surf, and ship*
spreading their wings to the breeze and dotting the sen

to the distant horizon. It was Sunday_a day of feast-
ing, frolicking, praying, and penitence among the Bra-
z" «,s. The people of the fazenda, ,s it happened, were

enjoyiag the liveliest of these recreations in the shape o!
a fandango, gome distance before we reached the housi
we heard the music an.) the clatter of feet Thinking
they might be stylish sort of people, we put on our coats
fixed our cravats, smoothed our hair, and walked on to
wards the fazenda. In front of the house stood a larg<
circular building on wooden pillars, with open -ides an.

benches reaching all around. There was assembled'hen
a numerous party of country people with their senoritas
dancing the fandango to the enlivening strains of som<

eight or ten musical instruments. We went up .nd mad,
our best bow, with the usual, " Comestha, 8enores " Thei
looked coldly at us, muttered something about " Cali
forntand went on dancing. After enjoying for som<

time the novelty of the entertainment, which was ver

much like a loological exhibition, we bade the part'
" adiot," and continued our journey. Now came the tu]
of war. It was neck or nothing the rest of the way
Loose rocks, piles of decayed roots, trunk, of gnarle.
trees lay before us * almost every step. We now expe

rienced a very sudden change in the temperature, which
became quite cool, and eveu chilling. Gradually we left
the lurgi: loreat troea below, aud entered a more stunted

j Damp chilling blasts of wind from the sea

moaned through the waving branches, and every turn of
the path brought us to a region still more barren and
rocky.

There it is! shouted Wing, in a perfect ecstasy.
"Dou't look behind you; keep right on. There's old
Corcovado at last 1" 44 Where I where 1" said 1. " Why,
up there among the clouds: don't you seeV "Oh, yes;
that sharp rock above us. Well, how in the name of sense
are we to get there?" 44 Why, climb up, to be sure?"

'.limb After climbing for three whole hours, and run¬

ning the risk of losing my passage to California by taking
a flying trip down these infernal precipices, you say
climb?. 44 Don't grumble, JufT, there's a glorious treat
in store for you. Keep on, my lad." I must confess this
way of getting into the clouds was rather exciting, but up
un>l at it again I went, the sweat blinding my eyes and
my clothes dripping wet. The bare gray rock reared its
weather-worn front high above ua. We struggled on,
rolling down the loose stones into the resounding valleys,
and slipping back about one step in three. Another tug,
a slide or two back, a short respite, a few tugs more, and
we stand on the far-famed peak of Corcovado !
" There, now, what do you think of that ?" cried Wing,

in a triumphant voi'ee.
"Think of it," said I, puzzled to tell what I thought:

' I don t think at all. I feel like the ash-man who used
to swear terribly; you know the story. The boys pulled
the tail out of his cart and let all his ashes out on the
hill-side to hear him swear. When he discovered what
they had done, he turned and looked down, doubled up
his fist, grinned horribly a ghastly smile, and said, 4 Its
no use ; I can't do justice to the subject.' So it is with
me, Wing. I can't do justice to the subject." Wing laughed
heartily, but reproved me for mingling the ridiculous with
the sublime.

Clouds floated in fleecy sheets of vapor around us, and
bare crags showed their peaks down hundreds of feet be¬
low. The Sugar Loaf seemed now a mere insignificant
pile of rocks. In every direction were bays and inlet?,
dotted with green isles and fringed with beaches of white
sand, mountain-sides speckled with villas, and trees with
blue and yellow blossoms; while up the bay of Rio lay
an almost boundless panorama of undulating valleys,
covered with patches of woodland, gardens, and suburban
villages, with here and there a chapel or ruin of some old
monastery. Down near the foot of the mountain lay the
city of Rio, tho beautiful San Sebastian.so called in
honor of the patron saint.with its castellated towers and
white Cathedrals, its fairy-like bays and shores, its mag¬
nificent harbor and forests of shipping. Away beyond, dim
in the blue distance, is the rugged range of mountains, the
Sierra Organa, upon which stands the romantic city of Pe-
tropolis, the summer resort of the Emperor and the Royal
family. Around, in different directions, within one sweep
of the eye, are the mountains of Garvia, St. Christorao,
Tejuca, Perambuco, St. Catharine's, Santa Martha, and
Padre Bonita, and the beautiful villages of Boto-Fogo,
Praya Grande, and St. Christorao.

Across a deep chasm on the summit of the peak is a

wooden bridge that shakes with every gust of wind. The
railing was partially gone, and the planks were so decayed
by the weather that it seemed doubtful whether they
would bear our weight. Others had recently crossed, and
we could see no reason why we should not make the at¬
tempt. I must confess I felt a little ticklish when I looked
down the yawning gap and thought how nicely a person
could be dashed to pieces should one of the old planks
give way. On the opposite side, which we gained with¬
out difficulty, we found a pleasant little patch of grass,
upon which we sat down to enjoy the view. Here, reclin¬
ing at our ease in the bracing mountain air, we looked
down over the precipice, where hundreds of feet below lay
the shady walks and flowery dells of the Botanical Gar¬
dens. But, you know, the flow of soul must be sustained
by the feast of reason. I opened my bundle and took
therefrom some small loaves of bread and a paper of white
sugar, which I had bought from a negro pedler on the road.
Wing, likewise inspired by the cravings of the flesh, drew
forth a bunch of bananas ; and with this sumptuous repast'
we regaled ourselves on the top of the Corcovado. A
very excellent and palatable repast it was too, I can as¬
sure you; not to be scorned by tourists in search of
the beautiful. All we wantaJ was a bottle of win®, or

some of the delicious ale to be found at every venda' on

the way.
The side of this wonderful mountain fronting the bay

is perpendicular for several hundred feet, forming a fear-
ftil precipice. Its height is altogether 2,700 feet. I
walked to the extreme edge and looked over, but it was
too dangerous an experiment to indulge in long. I had
no idea of following the example of a young French girl,
who some years since, from disappointed love, or under I
the influence of some unaccountable freak of ambition,
committed suicide by jumping over. I imagined how she
might have retained her consciousness during her fearful
descent till dashed to atoms on the projecting ledges.
The better to understand the course of a falling body from
the point on which we stood, I got Wing to throw over

some stones, while I watched them in their descent. You
may form some idea of the immense depth of the preci¬
pice when I tell you that although he threw the stones as

far out as he could with all his strength, they appeared
to sweep out, rainbow-like, and then draw inward till en¬

tirely hidden under the brow of the peak.
Oreat rumbling clouds now began to gather on the tops

of the surrounding mountains. The wind moaned dis¬
mally against the sharp rocks, and soon drops of rain be-
gan to warn us of an approaching shower.
Our walk back in the cool of the evening was quite en-1

chanting. By some unaccountable good fortune we missed
the rain, and when we issued from the mass of tangled
woods reaching down to the conduit the sky was clear and
bright. The whole valley, of Lorenzeras, our favorite
haunt of a preceding day, was bathed in sunbeams ; the
gilded cupolas of the villas, rising from every habitable
point, sparkled like diadems of gold ; the windows of the
gorgeous catot were illuminated with a radiant glow; the
massive gateways of pure white glistened like sculptured
structures of snow ; the bridges, and piers, and moulder¬
ing arches, and the ruins of old monasteries, gave an an¬

tique effect to the view; and every nook, and glen, and
cottage garden sent up its odorous incense of flowers on

the evening breeie.
As we wandered on, lingering to enjoy each opening view,

we met an old man whose singular appearance attracted
Our attention. He wore a broad-leafed sombrero, a short
green jacket, a pair of wide pantaloftns, and variegated
slippers, with a variety of curious trappings the object of
which we could not divine. Hia face was swarthy and
withered, and altogether he loeked like some venerable
wizard of the mountains. On his shoulder he carried a

long pole with a net on the end, and in one hand a box
curiously ornamented. While scrutinizing this extraordi¬
nary apparition we saw the old fellow dart off among the
trees, swinging his net in every direction with all the energy
of a young sportsman. Presently he reappeared, and
drew forth from his net several brilliant butterflies and
bugs which he had just captured. He was one of those
butterfly-catchers who abound in Brazil, and who supply
the demands of naturalists. At our request he opened
his box, grinning meantime with a proud consciousness of
his skill. There was his treasure, sure enough. About
fifty gorgeous butterflies impaled to a piece of pasteboard
with Rreat shining pins, and innumerable beetles and bugs
writhing nnder a similar affliction in the agonies of death.
44 Sta bon," said the old sportsman, grinning horribly.
44 No, you wicked old reprobate. You ought to be ashamed
of yourself for murdering these beautiful butterflies."
44 Ah, me no sab^e Californe lingo; passe, Californe no
bon," grumbled the apparitien. We laughed and passed
on, satisfied that ftere are more ways than one in Brazil
of making a living.
On reacting the Urge plaza at the head of the rue

d'Ouvidor we heard a strain of delicious music, which we
soon found proceeded from the Cathedral of San Fran-
ciaco. The doors were crowded witt» women and chil¬
dren. Pushing our way through we soon reached the in¬
terior, which was gorgeously decorated with drapery of
white, crimson, and yellow, altars of massive carving, and
paintings of th« saint*. Nothing could be more wild and

I thrilling than the outburst* of sacred song from the ohoir
o tiiigue it was rich, deep, aod melodious, but at
(he same ume piercing and unearthly. Sometimes the
fine band of horns, bugles, and violoncellos shook the

ZT'i J* :ith a deafeniB« cr«^ of sounds ; then,
high above all, bum forth the wild appealing toi«. of

J rk H 01r>' f
gleWn8 °f C°ld 8*d U«ht' throu«h (he

fhe n!..!?' °f We H8tened *** bewildered at
thC "° * ty 0tf thi* 8tJrle ^ «wred music. A procession of
priests came forth from one of the dark recesses, bearing
waxen tapers j and after an imposing ceremonj before
the cross, during which the multitude fell upon their
knees, they commenced a wild chant. This continued, re¬
lieved at intervals by bursts of delicious music from the
gallery, for two or three hours, when we left the cathe¬
dral, greatly pleased with the manner in which we had
spent the day. ' J R 11

LOBOS GUANO.
FOR THE NATIONAL INTELLIGENCES.

As this is the season of agricultural exhibitions, when
there is much talk of crops, manures, and rural affairs
generally, it would seem not amiss to set the matter right
before the farming community as to the probable value of
Lobos guano. On this subjoct much error prevails, for
the reasons that that manure has never been tested by use
in agriculture nor analyzed in this country. It has, how¬
ever, been analyzed under the auspices of the Royal Agri¬
cultural Society of England, and found to be worth about
half, or a little over, the price of the best Peruvian ar¬

ticle. The analysis shows that the guano is formed more

by the bones of the amphibious animals and their excreta
than by the dung of sea birds. The latter, in rainless re¬

gions, contains an average of fifteen per cent, of ammonia.
The Lobos guano yields but seven and a^ialf per cent, of
this exceedingly valuable alkoli. The best guano con¬
tains from five to eight per cent, of salts of potash and
soda; the Lobos manure but two and a half per cent, of
these salts. Good guano does not contain over two per
cent of sand ; the Lobos guano has eighteen per cent.;
and of organic matter, aside from ammonia, but eight
and a half per cent. Of the phosphates of lime and mag¬
nesia, it contains the unusual quantity of fifty-two per cent.
These phosphates are worth about a dollar per one hun¬
dred pounds, or twenty dollars per ton; and this is not far
from the true value of Lobos guano; while the best Pe¬
ruvian guano is worth twice that sum. American farmers,
unfortunately, know very little of the true value of com¬
mercial manures, nor of agricultural chemistry; and henoe
they are easily misled and cheated by plausible stories
and mere names, like the words Peruvian guano. Never
until they encourage the study of the food of plants and
the food of animals as a part of the education of their
sons, can agriculturists protect themselves from imposi¬
tion in the sale and purchase of fertilizers.

In a country that has 120,000,000 acres under cultiva¬
tion, it is obvious that the raw material for making crops
is a subject of vast importance; but it is one that is neither
taught nor studied, as it Bhould be, at any institution in
the United States. American soil was never injured so

much in any one year before as it will be in the present;
and for the reason that more laborers are now at Work
than ever before in taking the elements of crops out of
the land to be sent to distant markets for consumption.
The damnge done to one hundred million acres this year
cannot be made good by the purchase of guano or any
other manure at a less cost than three dollars per acre,,
or an aggregate outlay of three hundred million dollars.
Such an injury.to the rich virgin soils of this country can¬

not go on more than twenty or twenty-five years, with
our rapid increase of population, and not create a state of
things the like of which the world has never witnessed.
With your permission, Messrs. Editors, I may at another
time undertake to show how much of the essential ele¬
ments that form bread and meat, wool and co«od, a cubic
foot or yard of good soil really contains, in an available
condition, provided the owner of the laud extracts and
sells or wastes the whole of said elements.

D. LtE.

HOW BARNUM PURCHASED THE MUSEUM.

In an essay which P. T. Baknvm contributed to Freed-
ly'g Treatise on Business, he thus alludes to the purchase
of the Museum :

'. In 1H41 I purchased the American Museum in New
*ork without a dollar, for I was not worth a dollar in
the world. But I was never disheartened ; I always felt
that I could make money fast enough if I only set my mind
to it. I remember meeting a friend in Broadway a few
weeks before I came in possession of the Museum. ' Well,'
said I, ' Mr. A., I am going to buy the American Museum!'
' Buy it ?' for he knew I had no property; . what do you
intend buying it with V 'Brass,' I replied, 'for silver
and gold I have none.'

" It was even so. Every body who had any connexion
with theatrical, circus, or exhibition business, from Ed¬
mund Simpson, manager of the old Park Theatre, or Wm.
Mblo, down to the most humble puppet-showman of the
day, knew me perfectly well. Mr. Francis Olmsted, the
owner of the Museum building, (now deceased,) a noble,
whole-souled man as one often meets with, having con¬
sulted my references, who all concurred in telling him
that I was 4 a good showman, and would do as I agreed,'
accepted my proposition to give security -for me in the
purchase of the Museum collection, he appointing a money
' at ^oor* *nc* editing me towards the purchase
all the money received after paying expenses, allowing
me fifty dollars per month on which to support my fami¬
ly, consisting of a wife and three children. This was my
own proposition, as I was determined so to live that six
hundred dollars per annum should defray all the expenses
of my family until I had paid for the Museum ; and my
treasure of a wife (and such a wife is a treasure) gladly
assented to the arrangement, and expressed her willing¬
ness to cut the expenses down to four hundred dollars per
annum if necessary.

One day, some six months after I had purchased the
juseum, my friend Mr. Olmsted happened in at my ticket-

office about 12 o'clock, and found me alone, eating my
dinner, which consisted of a few slices of corned beef and
bread that I had breught from home in the morning. . Is
this the way you eat your dinner V he inquired. ' I have
not eaten a warm dinner sinoe I bought the Museum, ex¬

cept on the Sabbath,' I replied; «and I intend never to
eat another on a week day until I get out of debt.' 4 Ah,
you are safe, and will pay for the Museum before the year
is out, he replied, slapping me familiarly on the shoul-

L it
h* WM "gllt 5 ,or in ,eM thftn * 7«»r from that

period I was in fall possession of the Museum as my own

property.everv cent paid out of the profit of the estab¬
lishment. Had I been less economical and less deter¬
mined, my expenses would have kept pace with my in¬
come; I should have lost much valuable time in going
home every day to my dinner; and my present situation
would probably have been very different from what it Is."

Guano..The results of an analysis of Outer Lobos
Guano, recently made in London, are as follows:

Salt* of Ammoniapart*.
Anion) organic matter do
Pulphate of MurUte of I'otasb and Skxla . . 2^2 do
Phosphate of Ltmr and of Mafnocia ... 52 do
.*.«<! . . .18do
Water moisture llj^ do
The great chemist, Liibio, says that one pound ofGuano

imported into a country is equal in value to eight pounds
of wheat, or 12J cents. It was stated a few days since
that ten tons of Guano, at $30 per ton, was worth to the
farmer $000 nett profit. Liebig's calculation would make
it worth a much larger sum : and, instead of furnishing
a family of ten with bread six years, it would do so for
twenty-five years.
An Awfcl Traoedt..A frightful tragedy recently oc¬

curred at Brownstown, Indiana. The details are thus
given in the Madison Banner ;

It seems that two brothers, named Hiram and Warren Fran¬
cisco, and well known as respectable and peaceable citisens
followed the occupation of clock peddling. They usually
travelled different route., but made a practice of meeting each
other frequen cy. They agreed to meet at a public house in
the vicinity of Brown.town on Friday 1ml oU of the broth-
ers r*»ch*d 'he tavern about 9 o'clock, and inquired if his
brother had arrived, and was informed by the landlord that he
had not. After eating his supper be called for a light and

t0 ^ Th' landlord informed him
that he had no candles m the house, but if he would follow
him he would take him to bed. Francisco followed the land¬
lord into a dark room and undressed himself and retired to

t . vi i
Mfmed 10 ** wct» *nd' having some matches

about him, he struck a light. Upon Sxamining the bed he
found that it was wet with blood. Discovering a candlc near
by he lit it, and, looking under the bed, saw the body of hi.

HfelesV' Wp . i ,hr.ott/ut from car to ear, and perfectly
i J v u

immediately, he proceeded to

w«. «« Iff 4 V
hA<1, W befor# he cou,tl do 1,0 'here

wa* an effort made by several men to enter his room. Pre-
ndlng not to be alarmed, he aaked them to wait until he
resxvl h'mself. As soon as he had finished loading his pig-

,door' an<J tfce landlord and two other men

dia ell mim i** ?,* ®rH ,wo bwTe,i of bl» pistol, imme-
i * landlord and one of his accomplices, after

which the other man lied.

A CURIOUS PHILOSOPHICAL BKPBRTMENT.
< hakxeston, A|>qu»t 26, 1862.

GtNTti.MK.1: I find the enclosed article in the New
>~o. " DelU." I, tocrita. w
tereat that I wish to bring the subject before the intelli¬
gent and philosophical readers of your Journal. Whoever
the writer may be, he bus oertainly proved hi. claim to
whatever honors the French Academy may see fit to ex
tend to M Andraud. The latter gentleman is wrong; and
his error is clearly detected, and the true experiment
ahown by the ntl discoverer, the clerical correspondent
of the Delta.
The best manner of detecting the globules u with »

lens, though the perforated hole shows an interring
.peetacle. The iris of the eye is also superbly magnified
Md rendered beautiftilly risible with two'lens, a small

one' plwed fiv® ^et apart; the larger one di-

lani T0U 0r a Ump' and l00kin« ttt ifc *ith
smaller (mch focus) placed close to the eye. Indeed, the

SET1 mtty be varied 80 "8 to produce the finest ef-

v w of
D0Tel beautiful- N«4 to - telescopic

in_ a j t th*aVen8'.. knownothing in science so interest¬
ing and at the same time so simple as this « serin* the

St. John s parsonage has conferred a philosophical treat
upon experimenters in physical science by his discovery

Eut.tUni8httirytfri#D,<1, theeditorof Le Courrier desEtats Urns will notice the article which I have sent you,by giving the extract an insertion, I remain gentlemen
your, respectfully, Beavko.t

F&OM THE NEW ORLEANS DELTA.
The following interesting communication from a dis¬

tinguished literary genUeman and excellent clergyman of
the Episcopal Church cannot fail to arrest the attention
of the curious in optics. We have ourselves verified the
experiments herein recorded, and noticed one fact which
our correspondent does not allude to, viz. the image of »
friend, who was standing near us and at a certain angle
with our retina, p«uec*ed from that nervous expansion,
as it were, iqto the planet>li^« disc, where it resembled
the fact in the tun, as we see it printed in childish books!
The communication may be headed, ««The Art of See¬

ing the Interior of the Eye with the organ itself!"
To the Editors of the Sunday Delta.

Gentlemen : I have recently read in some of the jour¬
nals a statement in relation to a late discovery, said to
have been made by M. Andraud, an eminent French en¬
gineer. The paragraph to which I allude reads as follows:
" Some attention has been excited by the alleged discovery,

by a trench engineer of some celebrity named Andraud, of
some mean* of seeing the air. If, says ho, you take a pieceof card, colored black, of the site of the eye, and pierce with a
fine needle a hole in tho middle, you will, on looking through

l Va, y or * limp, see a multitude of
molecules floating about; which molecules constitute the air.
7 6

,
8«e whether the theory will obtain the sanction of tho

Acidemy of Sciences, to which it has been submitted."
My object in drawing your attention to this extract is

in order to correct an important error touching M. An-
draud's alleged discovery.

The atomic globules which were rendered visible to M.
Andraud, by means of the perforated card, are not aerial
molecules. I have been, for some months past, familiar
with this interesting experiment. The beautiful globules
seen by means of the hole in the card are the atomio
colorless globes which constitute the crystalline fluid irith-
tn the eye. M. Andraud supposes they are external and in
the air, when the truth is tiiey are internal and within the
chamber of the eye.
The experiment may be tried, and the fact verified by

any person, in the following manner: Take a thick visit¬
ing-card and black it with ink, or a piece of pasteboard
opaque enough to forbid the transmission of light through
it, and perforate the centre with a pin-hole. Place the
card between the eye and a candle-tiame, or a globe-lamp,
andtnot more than two inches from the eye, anH the same
distance from the light; but this distance will vary accord¬
ing to the convexity or flatness of the seer's eye, who
must adjust it till he finds his fecus. Instead of seeing
the flame of the candle, the beholder now discerns a cir¬
cular disc the size of the iris of the eye. This disc ia
bright and planet-like, and is crossod by innumerable
lines like the fibres visible en the surface of a magnified
rose-leaf. It appears to be beyond the eye, between the card
and the light; and it is this illusion which deceived M.
Andraud, and led him to suppose that he saw a portion
of the atmosphere magnified. But this visible disc is, in
fact, a spherical section of the fluidal crystalline lens with¬
in the chamber of the eye, strongly illumined by the con¬
centrated pencil of light, passing from the candle into it
through the minute hole in the card ; and the veined ap¬
pearance of its surface is the reticulated materia of the or¬
dinarily transparent coat of the cornea rendered visible.

The chamber of the eye thus lighted up by the intense
lluc of Hgnt passing into it througn tne minute orifice,
(which acts as a strongly magnifying lens,) there is con¬

veyed to the Optic nerve an image (exactly the size of the
pupil through which the ray passes of a circular section
of the crystalline fluid, with its atomic particles intensely
magnified. The spectacle is one of surpassing wonder
and beauty. Myriads of illuminated molecules distinct¬
ly appear in tremulous motion in the bright fluid; some of
them are simple globes, others are encircled by two or
more concentric rings like exquisite miniatures of the
planet 8aturn, as seen through a telescope. Some of
them are transparent, like infinitely small soap bubbles,
and float about as lightly, while others are of the white
color of pearls.
By contracting the eye, or by gently moving the head

from side to side, these beautiful millions of globular
atoms are made to undulate within the chamber of the
eye, and change places, some ascending and others de¬
scending; while others thrown nearer the focus of the
light dart across the disc like shooting stars in a lesser
firmament; while others revolve about each other in orbits
of infinite diversity.
The experiment is a highly interesting as well as a

philosophical one, and will well recompense whoever
attempts it. It will require some practice in a tyro to
adjust the card to the proper focus, so as to obtain the
clearest disc ; but any one who knows bow to use a mi¬
croscope will easily discover when the card is in focus. If
the flame of the candle is seen through it it is out of focus,
and it must be advanced or drawn back until a round
planet-like shape is discernible. This planet-like shape,
which will appear crossed by a net-work, is the corner

coating of the eye magnified. The pupil of the eye must
now be expanded, as when one examines olosely a very
minute object, when the atomic world of globules that
compose the crystalline fluid will be discerned behind the
net-work surface of the cornea; and the steadier one gazes
the clearer is this wonderful and beautiful spectacle
perceived in all its surprising variety of form, beauty,
and motion.
A better medium than the card proposed by M. Andraud

I have used in making this experiment. It is a small
lens, (the eye-piece of a broken spy-glass,) with an inch
and a half focus. This held to a solar lamp or candle.
at six feet distance, or turned towards the full moon,
(which is better still,) the chamber of the eye is far more
intensely illumined than by means of the perforated card.
The lens of ordinary magnifying spectacles will serve

equal.y as well as the eye-piece named, by covering the
surface with opaque paper, having in the centre a clear
space to transmit the light throughout into the pupil of

Trusting that this experiment for seeing the elementary
molecules of the crystalline lens will afford to others the
pleasure which I and many friends have derived from it,
and trusting to the indulgence of M. Andraud for reject¬
ing his theory of aerial atoms, I remain, very truly,
yours,

' j/'
St. Jonit's Paksonaoe,

Aberdeen, Mississippi, Jpki 7, 1852.

Gas for Flowers..The Paris correspondent of
the St. Louis Times says :

" And now let me tell you of a most beautiful and in¬
terestngdiscovery which has lately been made by a cele¬
brated Frisian horticulturist by the name of Herbert.
I was persuaded to go to his rooms a few days since, and
I assure you I had no reason to regret the long walk I
had taken. Beneath a large glass case four or five feet in
height, and as many in circumference, were placed pota
of roses, japonicas, pink*, dahlias, china asters, &c., all
in bud. By means of a certain gas, invented by himself,
and which is made to pass by a gutta percha tube to any
pot required, Mr. Herbert causes the instantaneous bloom¬
ing of the flowers. The ladies in the room asked suc¬
cessively for roses, dahlias, i(nd japonicas, and saw them
burst into fall bloom and beauty in a second. It was

really wonderful. Mr. Herbert is now trying to improve
on his discovery, and to make the gas more portable and
its application less visible. The secret is of course his,
and his rooms are crowded every day with the most de¬
lighted spectators. I wish I could send you the lovely
camelia which I received, which, when asked for, was so

tightly enveloped in the green leaves of its oalyx that the
color of its flower could not even be guessed at; and yet
the request was hardly out of my lips when the beautiful
white camelia was in my hand. When he has made .
little more nrogress, Mr. Herbert intends to get out ft

patent and deliver his discovery to the public."
Romantic Incident..In the recent calamity on the

Hudson a husband admits that he told his wife to let go
her hold, or he should be drowned. She generously obey¬
ed, and sank to rise no more.


